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fissures. In the centre of the middle arch was a huge key-
stone, on which was sculptured, in high relief, an enor-
mous helmet, which indeed gaye, ami ng the people of the
country, a title to the bridge.

A band of horsemen dashed at full speed, with a loud
shout, down the hill. They checked their horses, when to
their astonishment ^ they found Iskander with his drawn
scimetar, prepared to resist their passage. But they paused
only for a moment, and immediately attempted to swim the
river. But their exhausted horses drew back with a strong
instinct from the rushing waters : one of the band alone,
mounted on a magnificent black mare, succeeding in his
purpose. The rider was half-way^in the stream, his high-
bred steed snorting and struggling in the strong current.
Iskander, with the same ease as if he were plucking the
ripe fruit from a tree, took up a ponderous stone, and hurled
it with fatal precision at his adventurous enemy. The rider
shrieked and fell, and rose 110 more: the mare, relieved from
her burden, exerted all her failing energies, and succeeded
in gaining the opposite bank. There, rolling herself in the
welcome pasture, and neighing with a note of triumph, she
revelled in her hard escape.

* Out down the Giaour !' exclaimed one of the horsemen,
and he dashed at the bridge. Hia fragile blade snivelled
into a thousand pieces as it crossed the scimetar of Iskander.
and in a moment his bleeding head fell over the parapet.

Instantly the whole band, each emulous of revenging his
comrades, rushed without thought at Iskander, and en-
deavoured to overpower him by their irresistible charge.
His scimetar flashed like lightning. The two foremost of
his enemies fell, but the impulse of the numbers prevailed,
and each instant, although dealing destruction with every
blow, he felt himself losing ground. At length he was on the
centre of the centre arch, an eminent position, which allowed
him for a moment to keep them at bay, and gave him